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About an hour later the President and Madame Poincare formally called on us, and within another hour we returned their call, again heralded and speeded on our way by the rat-ta-tat-tat from the troops.
That afternoon a parade of women had been scheduled. One of the organizers, a lady of extremely cultivated appearance, called and requested to see my husband. When he received her she was in tears as she told her story, which was that a body of working women had desired to march to our house to express their approval of Mr. Wilson's Fourteen Points, and ask him to address them. They had procured the necessary permit to parade and hundreds of them had gathered ready to start when an officer appeared and rescinded the permit. Naturally my husband said he could do nothing, as he was a guest of the Government.
The next day being Sunday we went in the morning to the Presbyterian Church in the Rue de Bern, and immediately afterwards drove to the old cemetery where La Fayette is buried to place a wreath on his grave. This is in the old part of Paris in an enclosure which looks as if it had been a part of a convent. Dr. Grayson, General Harts, formerly military aide at the White House and now in charge of all troops in Paris, and the two French aides, General Leorat and Lieutenant Colonel Loher, accompanied us. As we walked from the gate to the grave eerie-looking old women came out of an ancient building and gazed at us. They were dressed in a sort of habit of white heavy worsted, with queer headdresses of white shaped like sunflower petals, from which peered their little wizened faces.
In a Paris paper containing a long account of this visit, we were amused to read the following:
"When the President went to the tomb he insisted on taking his wreath with him, contrary to the custom here, by which the florist delivers the wreath and the donor makes his visit later and leaves his card. The President sent Admiral